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to him that a French restaurant wasn't a brothel. Before the officer
left he said in his Teutonic version of the hommc galant that the
serveuse looked bad tempered.
"Naturally," she answered. "My mother was living at Dunkerque
and I've no news of her for the last fortnight."
"If the escaping English didn't kill her,'"the officer said, "she's all
right. We look after the French." He told her a long story how
the Germans fed the refugees on the roads. The story was true.
Those were still days of happy augury and of corresponding propa-
ganda; and feed the calf before you slaughter it. A German civilian
was with the officer. As they went out the civilian nudged him and
I overheard him saying, "Paris. Think! Paris. Who would ever
have believed this ?" Not I, at any rate.
That day the Germans were like locusts. At lunch-lime the
restaurants were grey with them. More came in the afternoon,
they sat at every table in the square and were very friendly and got
drunk. It was rowdy drunkenness, and after what Tel heard of Hitler
and his army it was quite astonishing. The Spartan army deep in
orgies; for orgy it all became. The street women of the nether
regions of Paris, where amour is tasteless and cheaper than a drink,
swarmed up too. It was no longer the Butte that any of us had
known. The bands in the restaurants were playing Viennese valscs;
it was incredible the number of Viennese valses they knew. Under
what bushel had they been hidden?
It was a great tourist festival. The noise and drunkenness
progressed far into the night. But it wasn't for the natives to
watch it. The curfew was on. At nine sharp the streets had to be
emptied. I'd seen two private cars that day. Those were the last
ones. Next day the order was out that only German cars were
allowed to circulate. Well, those pleasure-bent cars, with English
helmets on their bonnets, needed room.
Nona and I decided we wouldn't observe the curfew. The
Germans wouldn't command us. The joke of it was that at the
Vieille Maine where, as neighbours and good customers we were
well known, they refused to serve us, so we went to the Mkre
Catherine, where it was rather disgusting to be sitting alone with
hundreds of Germans. The two-man band had suddenly started off
fattendrai, the most hackneyed song of the season, but a cold and
hot shiver ran through me, for didn't the song say, fattendrai, le
jour ct la nuit j'attcndrai toujours ton retourl
A young S.S. Lieutenant came over and asked us in very good
English why we weren't at home, as it was after nine? Were we